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GIDDY 
GERTRUDE, 


i. 

THERE  is  a  town  not  far  from  this, 
Where  lives  a  little  giddy  miss, 

And  GERTRUDE  is  her  name  ; 
A  girl  on  whom  a  world  of  pains     . 
Has  been  bestow'd,  yet  she  remains 

In  character  the  same. 


II. 

Her  age  I  can't  exactly  state ; 
It  may  perhaps  be  seven  or  eight, 

As  by  her  size  I  guess. 
Her  looks  might  equal  any  girl's  : 
Her  dark  hair  flows  in  nature's  curls, 

And  comely  is  her  dress. 

ill. 

For  Gertrude  seems  in  these  respect?, 
Which  scarce  a  naughty  girl  neglects, 

The  prettiest  girl  you  see ; 
And  is  indeed,  so  far  as  goes 
The  fashion  of  her  looks  and  clothes, 

As  little  girls  should  be. 

IV. 

Nor  lacks  she  wit  and  sense  to  do 
Whate'er  her  duty  calls  her  to — 

She  knows  enough  for  this  : 
Tis  therefore  Gertrude  is  to  blame 
For  faults  which  I  design  to  name- 
She  often  does  amiss. 
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V, 

In  truth,  the  thoughtless  little  girl 
In  nought  but  pleasure's  giddy  whirl 

Has  learn'd  to  take  delight ; 
And  e'en  b«,r  schemes  of  childish  play 
A  fickleness  of  mind  betray — 

She  never  thinks  them  right. 

VI. 

No  pretty  book  has  charms  for  her, 
She  would  some  noisy  thing  prefer, 

A  rattle  or  a  bell; 
She  knows  but  little  for  her  years, 
And  it  has  cost  her  floods  of  tears 

To  learn  to  read  and  spell. 

VII. 

Although  the  largest  in  her  class, 
By  some  ill  luck  it  comes  to  pass 

She  never  is  the  head  ; 
The  hardest  words,  she  thinks,  are  hers, 
Ajid  half  the  syllables  she  slurs — 

You  can't  tell  what  she  said. 


VIII. 

She  goes  to  school  to  learn  to  sew — 
But,  stitch  by  stitch,  it  seems  so  slow, 

She  makes  her  stitches  long; 
So  Gertrude's  work  the  dame  condemns, 
\nd  rips  apart  her  seams  and  hems, 

Because  she  docs  them  wrong. 

IX. 

She  oft  mislays  her  books  and  thing?, 
And  round  and  round  the  house  she  dings, 

To  find  what  she  has  lost ; 
Whereas  a  little  previous  care 
All  this  vexatious  search  might  spare, 

And  far  less  time  would  cost. 


x. 


She  had  a  doll — 'twas  dress'd  in  white — 
With  cheeks  so  red  and  eyes  so  bright, 

It  seem'd  as  if  'twould  speak; 
But  in  an  hour  the  dress  was  soil'd, 
And  Gertrude's  pretty  doll  was  spoil'd, 

Before  'twas  hers  a  week. 
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XI. 

One  day  her  cousin  Ben  came  down, 
And  took  her  with  him  out  of  town, 

To  spend  a  day  or  two. 
She  was  delighted  wilh  the  jaunt, 
And  with  her  cousins,  uncle,  aunt — 

For  every  thing  was  new. 

XII. 

Here,  by  her  uncle's  leave,  she  chose, 
From  all  his  green  house  plants,  a  rose; 

According  to  her  taste, 
The  blooming  bush  in  earthen  pot, 
At  her  request,  was  gently  brought,. 

And  in  her  chamber  placed. 

XIII. 

And  she  was  told  what  must  be  done. 
That  she  must  set  it  in  the  sun, 

And  wet  it  ev'ry  day. 
And  while  she  did,  her  rosebush  grew, 
Put  forth  its  tender  leaves  anew, 

With  buds  and  blossoms  gay. 
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XIV. 

But,  naughty  girl!  she  grew  remiss, 
And  now  and  then  neglected  this, 

And  let  the  pot  get  dry. 
Her  carelessness  was  soon  betrayed  — 
The  verdant  leaves  began  to  fade, 

The  buds  to  shrink  and  die. 


But  by  her  mother's  timely  care, 
Who  gave  it  moisture,  sun,  and  air, 

The  bush  again  revived. 
And  Gertrude's  father  thought  it  just, 
That  she  of  this  neglected  trust 

Should  henceforth  be  deprived, 

XVI. 

Not  long  ago  her  father  bought 
A  pretty  bird  as  e'er  was  caught 

And  caged  for  little  girl. 
The  sweet  Canary,  prison'd  long, 
Had  learn'd  the  soothing  pow'r  of  song, 

And  sung  like  freest  merle. 
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\s  soon  as  Gertrude  saw  and  heard, 
^he  jump'd  for  joy,  admir'd  the  bird, 

And,  "  0  papa  !"  says  she, 
;Is  that  bird  mine?  —  0!  be  so  good— 
O!  now,  papa,  I  wish  you  would 
But  give  that  bird  to  me." 

xvm. 

-  I'll  give  him  you,"  her  father  said, 
"  If  you  will  see  him  daily  fed, 

And  properly  supplied; 
But  if  you  should  the  charge  forget, 
And  starve  him,  how  should  I  regret 

The  means  by  which  he  died]" 

XI  JT. 

*<0  no,  papa!—  I  will  beware, 
And  feed  him  every  day  with  care, 

As  soon  as  I  am  up; 
I'll  keep  the  cage  so  clean  and  sweet, 
And  give  him  seed  enough  to  eat, 

And  water  in  the  cap." 
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She  promised — and  he  gave  the  bird; 
Which  for  a  time,  as  I  have  heard, 

She  carefully  supplied ; 
And.  joyful,  he  would  chirp  and  sing 
Unto  his  wiry  mansion  cling, 

And  hop  from  side  to  side. 

XXI. 

But  joy  and  gratitude,  express'd 
By  every  art  the  bird  possess'd, 

Soon  ceas'd  to  give  delight. 
Who  courts  the  fickle,  wo  to  him' 
His  fate  depends  on  idle  whim, 

His  hopes  a  breath  may  blight. 

xxir. 

The  little  songster  tuned  his  throat 
With  ev'ry  sweet  and  varied  note, 

To  keep  his  mistress'  heart ; 
But  visits,  toys,  and  holidays, 
Were  rivals  to  the  prisoner's  lays; 

Which  baffled  all  his  art. 
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XXIII. 

At  length  she  so  neglectful  grew, 
So  mueh  engrossed  with  pleasures  new, 
His  voice  was  tuned  in  vain. 

He  felt  it— and  bewail'd  his  lot— 
The  plaintive  cry  she  heeded  not— 
It  was  his  final  strain. 


XXIV. 


Her  parents  saw,  alas !  too  late 
The  negligence  which  sealed  his  fate, 
And  were  with  pity  moved  ; 

They  called  the  little  thoughtless  maid, 
Her  fault  with  seriousness  pourtrayed, 
Her  cruelty  reproved. 
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XXV. 

No  plea  could  little  Gertrude  make. 
She  wept  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
But  uttered  not  a  word. 

And  now  she  often  thinks  on  what 
She  once  so  cruelly  forgot — 

Her  sweet  Canary  bird. 

Schoolmaster, 


FINIS. 


